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But all in vainc,they had no herns to fight. 

Not we in them no hope to win the day , 

So that we fled. The King vneo the Queene, 

Lord George your brother, Afo^/i&and my ielfe. 

In haft, pod haft, are come to loync with you. 

For in che marches heere we heard you were. 

Making an ocher head, to fight againe. 

Edto. Thankes gentle Warwick^, 

How farre hence is die Duke with his power/ 

And when came (jeorge from Rurgundie to England! 

War. Some fiue miles off the Duke is with his powers 
But as for your brother, he was lately fent 
From your kind Aunt,Dutches of "Burgundie, 

With aide of fouldiers gainft this necdfull warre. 

Rich. T was ods belike when valient Warwick^ fled. 
On haue I heard thy praifes in purfute. 

But nei e till now, thy fcandall ofretire. 

War. Nor now,my fcandall Rich.ird,doi\. thouheare? 
For chou ihalt knowe that this right hand of mine, 

Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henries head, 

And wring the awfull feepterfrom hisfifh 
Were he as famous and as bold in warre, 

As he isfamde for mildncile,peace,and praier. 

Rich. 1 know it well Lord Wartyic^ e, blame me not, 
T was loue 1 bate tby glories, made me fpeakc.. 

But in this troublous time,whats to be done/ 

Shall we goe throw away our coates of fteele? 

And clad our bodies in black mourning gownes, 
Numbring our e . Aucmaries with our beadcs/ 

Orfhall we on the helmets of our foes, 

T ell our deuotion,withreuengfull armes/ 

If for the lart,faie band to it Lords. 

War. Wi.y cherfore Warwick^ came to find you out. 
And therfoie comes my brother Montague, 

Attend me Lords, the proud infultiug Qnccne, 

With Clifford and che haught Northumberland » 

And of their feather many mo proud birdcs, 

Jiaue wrought the eafic melting King like waxe* 
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1 orke , and Henrie thefinu 

He fware confcnt to your fuccefsion. 

His oath mroiicd in the Parliament, 
iuenow to London all the crew are gone,; 

T o irurtcrate his oath,ot what befides 
May make againft the houfe of Lancaster, 

Thar power 1 gefte them fiftic thoufand ftrong 
Now if the heipe of y\(or/o%and my felte, 

Can but amount to ^.thoufand. 

With all che friends that thou braue Earle o f March, 

Among thelouing Welcchmen canft procure. 

Why via,To London will wc march amaine. 

And once againe bcrtride our foaming ftcedeg. 

And once againe crie charge vpon the Foe, 

But neuer once againe turne back and flic. 

Rico. i,now me thinkes 1 hearc great Warwick^ fpeaket 
Nere may he hue to fee a funfhine day. 

That cries retirc,whcn Warwicks bids himftay. 

Edfr. LoidWamicfoou thy Ihouldcr willl leanc. 

And when thou faint’ft.muft Edward fall; 

Which peril! hcauen forefend. 

War* No longer Earle ofMarch.but Duke ofTorks, 

The next degree is Englands royall King: 

And King of England lhalt thou be prodaimde. 

In eucrie Burrough as we pafle along: 

And he that cafts not vp his cappe for ioy. 

Shall for th’offence make forfeit ofhis head. 

King Sdward.vulient r R^chard i oJ]i ontague. 

Stay wc no longer dreaming of renow ne, 

Butforward to effedt thefe refolutions. 

Enter a MeJ&nger* 

Un C ^ C of ^jrfblkf lends you word by me, 

he S(Heetie is comming with a puirtant power. 

And craues your company for fpcedy counccll. 
rrar. Why then it forts braue Lords, Lets march away. 

Exeunt Omnes. 
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